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Mosaic’s editorial staff would like to thank the Department of English in the College of 
Arts and Sciences at The Ohio State University for its generous support of Mosaic and this 
publication. More information about the Department of English is available at english.osu.edu.
Dear Reader,
Thank you for supporting Mosaic in its 37th year of publication! The 2014 edition is the culmination 
of another year filled with excitement and hard work and represents The Ohio State University’s finest 
undergraduate art and literature. Congratulations to all of the authors and artists whose work has been 
included in Mosaic this year!
Aside from continuing to produce a high-quality publication, Mosaic has hosted several exciting events 
this year, including poetry readings, art workshops, our signature Professor & Protege event, and the 
Unveiling of Mosaic 2014. Mosaic also co-hosted the first annual Student Film Fest @ OSU with the Film 
and Video Society and Mad Royal Film Society.
We would like to thank the members of our editorial board, art staff, layout staff, literature staff, and 
marketing staff for their enthusiasm and consistent devotion to Mosaic. In addition, we would like to 
express our gratitude to Honors & Scholars, the English Department, and UniPrint. Without them, the 
success of Mosaic’s events and the high quality of this publication would not have been possible. We 
would also like to thank our advisors, Angela Taylor and Ruth Friedman, for their support and guidance 
in all of Mosaic’s endeavors this year.
Most importantly, this publication would not be possible without you -- our readers, writers, and artists. 
Mosaic’s mission is to provide a platform for talented undergraduates to publish, share, and improve 
their work. Thank you for continuing to submit your work and support your fellow artists in the Ohio 
State undergraduate community by reading Mosaic.
We hope that you enjoy this year’s edition of Mosaic and encourage you to get involved next year by 
joining a staff, submitting your work, and attending our events.
For more information about our organization, please visit www.mosaicosu.com, 
or email us at mosaic.magazine.osu@gmail.com.
Sincerely,
Alyssa Morell and Diane Kollman
The Editors-in-Chief
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6Rooms in a Building
Photography
Anna Talarico
ART
7Waking Up at the End of the World
Bailey Martin
at the end of the world
the sky will not burst open like
the first day of the new year
and people will not huddle on the streets
in packs like animals, and even the animals
won’t emerge from their woods, heads tossed
towards the sky in silent observation.
no, my dear, everyone will be in bed
with the ones they love, and we will all 
wake-
quietly, pulling back the covers on the bed,
parting the curtains in the dark
and realizing everything has somehow
faded out.
8Maxilla and Mandible
Rachael Wilson
I would like to have your smile,
 to keep it in a jar
 and wear it       when I’m lonely.
  Your lips are a half crescent moon
  and your teeth are            mirrors.
   I can see myself in your smile.
    I can see my coffee stained gray blouse.
    I can see my fear of falling in public.
    I can see my razor marked arms and blue painted nails, smudged.
 We met  in  the middle
 of a laundromat
 where you bore your teeth
            and your testimony
 of using Vaseline to get out any stain.
 You would marry your tongue to your gums,
 pressing your taste-buds to your superior labial frenulum
 when you were bored.
I wanted to tell you that your canines were shaped like fire,
      your premolars      shaped like Mount Nebo.
I wanted to tell you that your lateral incisors were shaped like peony petals,
      your             incisors         shaped like wine glasses.
I’ve seen you twice since then.
 You ordered your macchiato with caramel drizzle.
 You sped your Toyota Camry through a yellow light.
 You smiled.
I’d like to wear it
 when I’m lonely.
    Keep it in a jar.
9Chen
Acrylic Paint
Uchenna Ofodile
10
In Peace
Multimedia: VHS Tape and Casings. 4’x3’
Alex Buchan
ART
11
Language of the far end 
Lavinia Xu
A distant language vibrated in my mind,
different from tone leaping on my tongue,
so violent, 
wide strokes of ink cascade onto the paper.
Words shattered into pieces,
into mountains and streams blended in the incessant rain,
diffused with hues of black embroidered with vermilion,
tinting the paleness. 
I denied the poetry implanted in my name
echoing in the wheat field 
I ran wildly through 
wheat stalks marching forward in the wind.
In the dark alley,
your call 
immersed in the air of stillness
in the serene southern country,
in the cradle you rocked me to sleep.
Mother, I have lost your portrait
in the immensity of ocean
Where my soul wanders with a strange tone.
A summer day flows by the river
Lavinia Xu
I sat at the counter 
to watch my father chopping meat 
at a beat that resonated
with fowls’ screams reverberating in the acrid air 
Of the market place.
Their carcasses and motionless eyes scattered,
remains of machine that ceased to tick,
fading in the bargaining of merchants.
Cigarettes shrank at the length of dusk,
lights of lanterns flickered in the river —
symphony flowing with
painted music notes.
12
Burial at Sea
Townshend Cooper
When I close my eyes
I can smell saltwater
And feel his esophagus clenched under my thumbs
I can hear the beach being slapped by the Atlantic
A pattern broken intermittently with muffled screams and choked sobs
Blue breezes dash a cool spray across my face
At first he grabbed at my jaw, and now pries at my grip in desperation
Soon his splashing legs slow
Either in encroaching tiredness or grim acceptance
And his wild scratching weakens 
The salt stings the cuts he leaves behind
He grows limp but I do not let up
He is weightless in the shadow of the pier
I finally release him; his face is white, beard like a black clump of seaweed caressing his lips
His eyes open wide, mouth agape as if in shock of his ironic fate
I watch my father be pulled out to the sea
And raise my hand in farewell. He was a sailor, once. 
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Dinner in Thailand
Photography
Heidi Liou
14
Caught in the Act
Photography
Anna Talarico
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Second Person
Haley Cowans
I. 
 I was studying the back of Dress Your Family in Corduroy and Denim by David Sedaris when I noticed 
something. Something tiny and huge and beautiful. 
 The author photo on the back is small, and probably unnoticed by most. I used to only give them 
a quick glance. But I met a poet at an event this summer—we sat at the same dinner table—and 
afterwards she signed a book for me. I was struck by how different she looked in the photo on the 
back cover, so different from the woman I’d spent the evening with, the one who forgave my stumbling 
conversations and clumsy handling of cutlery. Across the table, she had been just a big smile of warmth 
and charm, but in the author photo, she’s scowling. She looks like a Poet there, bearing the task of her 
truth-telling with the composure of a champion. The Writer, not the Person, is shown.
 Ever since, I’ve been fascinated by these photos. Writing is, by nature, a profession that does not 
necessarily invite—or want—fame. It is at once a revealing and a hiding, an exercise that lets the most 
soul-bearing words you put on the page cover up the living, walking-around You. The author photo, 
then, must be uncomfortable for many writers—I know it would be for me. It would be easy to want to 
look different, a façade that resembles the words—the life—of the book more than of you. 
 But David Sedaris has become famous. Although there is still a separation, most often his subject is 
the living, walking-around Him. Part of why he comforts me is how well I feel that I know him, and thus 
(in the mental leap we all seem to make with celebrities) how well I feel that he knows me in any of our 
shared characteristics or neuroses. In his author photo, perhaps I could feel that he was looking at me.
 But he’s not. Because I noticed the small credit at the bottom: Author photograph by Hugh Hamrick.
 Anyone who’s read one of Sedaris’s books will instantly recognize the name. This photo was taken by 
David’s Hugh. His partner, and one of his most frequent characters. The one who brings Sedaris’s work to 
its most sentimental, its most poignant and kind. The Hugh of so much sweet, flawed, human love laid 
bare on these pages.
 And suddenly, the picture is something else entirely. 
 And it’s possible—in fact, likely—that this choice was never a question for Sedaris. He has written 
about his hatred for having his picture taken. I assume Hugh must have some photography experience, 
but it’s possible that he was simply the only person Sedaris would allow to point a camera at him. So yes, 
I could imagine that Hugh was always the only option.
 But still, I am grateful for this choice. In Sedaris’s essays, I am always placed in the role of the Listener, 
the Watcher. Now that I have been removed, my replacement as the Watcher found in this photo 
credit, the connection is made even sweeter. It plucks at a quieter cord, a space between stomach 
and ribcage less obvious or identifiable than those nerves that jump when called by another person in 
direct conservation. It’s that little twinge felt when you see a couple up the road share a quiet kiss, the 
satisfying joy of being an accidental witness, a spy, and learning that their love is just like your love and 
maybe everyone else’s in a pulsing blanket of interlocked fingers, reaching across everyone for everyone, 
forever.
 This is a picture of the way David looks at the man he loves.
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II.
 I don’t remember how he got the camera. We were hiking up a part of the Appalachian Trail. 
My boyfriend, eager adventurer, had selected this particular section for its historical value and the 
guidebook’s promise of “magnificent vistas and rock outcrops”. In my constant effort to appear a 
healthier, more adventurous person than I am, I agreed. No follow up questions or pro-con lists needed. 
No, vacation Haley was going to be spontaneous. Fun.
 Three seconds of logical thinking would have told me that “magnificent vistas” are only found in the 
mountains after you have hiked a long way up hill. Similarly, the tiniest bit of research on “rock outcrops” 
would have told me that these are essentially giant, crooked stair steps made out of boulders. I started 
the trail arrogantly optimistic, but it only took about a mile for my muscles to feel every bit of their 
twenty years of minimal exercise. I started asking Nathan if we could stop for a break about every fifteen 
minutes. 
 I was trying to underplay my struggle, though, so I don’t know why I would have handed him the 
camera. I would have wanted the responsibility of it, would have wanted to prove that not only could I 
walk this trail, but I could document it. Regardless, he had it, and as I was recovering my breath along 
the trail edge, he quickly held it up and snapped, giving me just enough time to smile.
 We had been taking pictures through most of the trip. My mother had always placed value—duty, 
really—in the records of the Family Vacation. She held the role of documenter as an ordained right. As 
I grew with the changing technology, the task was gradually passed on to me. Since Nathan and I had 
been taking a lot of our own excursions during this trip with my family, I had become militant about 
committing them to film. I knew my parents would want to watch it, I knew his parents would want to 
watch it, and I knew Future Haley would want to watch it.
 Every other picture from that trip looks different than this one, though. For one thing, both Nathan and 
I are in most of them, smiling at either a stranger or Nathan’s outstretched hand. And they’re not bad 
pictures—objectively, they’re much better than this one. We look happy and in love, especially in the 
ones he took, when we had to squeeze together and hope we were both in the shot. But we’re smiling 
at something distant and undefined. We’re putting on brave faces for the facebook post that will show 
we hiked part of the Appalachian Trail together. We’re proving something, and so in these pictures, I 
look the same fake way that I look in all pictures, which is probably why I dislike myself in them. I don’t 
look bad, but I don’t look like the Haley in the mirror, who is no prettier, but is at least someone I know. 
Instead, I am a model for a memory, scripted and forced. In our age of community journalism, of protests 
and police walls and twitter, of vacation albums posted to facebook and an ever-shrinking map, we cling 
to the photograph as Proof. We know this truth, so we smile at the camera as an entity, a stand-in for our 
future selves or our posterity.
 I suppose I didn’t give this picture the respect for that. It was just of me, taken in a rush by my 
boyfriend. I figured it would never make the final video, figured no one but me would look at it. So I 
didn’t pose. I just smiled at Nathan.
 The picture came out blurry. My hair, flattened at the top by the sweat drenching from my scalp, with a 
bit of the dye fading around the part, looks almost like it has a bald spot. I should hate it. But yet.
 I’ve never seen myself like this before. 
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 I’ve read that the image you see in the mirror is a slight variation of what you actually look like, that 
the light bouncing off the surface doesn’t just flip the image, but alters it in tiny, immeasurable ways. The 
pretend smile I always flash at the camera is a similar optical illusion. This one, it seems, isn’t. This is the 
way I must look when I’m actually smiling. It’s alarming, to learn you haven’t known something like this 
for twenty years. And although I don’t think I share her beauty, for the first time in a lifetime of hearing it, 
I finally see how much I look like my mother. 
 Somehow, this picture is the best one of me. Maybe not objectively, but in a small way I keep to 
myself. Not just for the way I look, but for the way I’m looking at him. Sometimes a photograph of one 
person is a picture of two. 
 I ended up making Nathan a scrapbook of this trip. In the pages devoted to our hike, I included this 
picture. I wrote a little explanation next to it, framed by a colorful cardstock border.
 This is a picture of the way I looked at you. 
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Cherry-Lipped
Bailey Martin
your mother peels fruits
with cracked, aching hands, and her voice
fades out in between deep-throated coughs,
and i wonder if she is alright;
but you say this is every day,
and i am silent.
i wonder if we knew from the beginning
what our days would be like; deep autumn days
overlooking fields, deer hunting, your eyes
pressed against the scope of your shotgun,
and you feel like a Higher being,
metal pressed against your palms,
pulling backwards, and i can only think of
your mother squeezing sour cherries,
the pits popping out and rolling to the bottom of the sink,
and we eat as we go;
rich, red tongue, red teeth,
the deer in the ditch licking its lips
and wondering what new tastes,
what new beings.
you slip your finger away from the trigger
and trudge across the field; your mother and i,
we pretend to laugh, pretend like death
is something you can wash from your mouth
with a slice of cherry cobbler and milk,
like somehow memories can be erased like dried crops,
rumbling machines with their throaty coughs,
overturning the earth, and when you return,
i feel like i have seen a new rebirth,
  
and for me,
there are no more every days.
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Tea Time
Photography
Anna Talarico
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Job Security
Kaitlin Burkhammer
 The stench of burnt flesh and ash assaulted Detective Robinson’s nostrils, causing his stomach to pitch 
and roll. Leftover heat from the now doused house fire helped to ward off the biting chill of the snowy, 
January night.
 He flinched away from the sound of the sobbing mother crying for her baby. The woman clutched 
desperately at the sheet-wrapped bundle, but her pleas went unanswered. Her husband had already 
been rushed to the Emergency Room.
 Robinson dropped his chin to his chest and squeezed his eyes shut as if he could force the image of 
the infant’s charred skin from his mind.
 They weren’t supposed to be home.
 “Detective!” The shout caused him to open his eyes and jerk his head to the left. A firefighter he 
recognized, Johnson, was waving him over.
 “What do you think, Johnson? Candles? Electronics?”
 Johnson shook his head. “Looks like arson.”
 Robinson raised his eyebrows and let out a low whistle. “Second one this month.”
 The other man chuckled without humor. “I don’t think they’ll be cutting your funding anytime soon, 
now.”
 Robinson twisted his mouth into some semblance of a smile and nodded once before Johnson walked 
away.
 “But they weren’t supposed to be home,” he muttered to himself.
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Untitled
Multimedia: Collectible Plushies 3’x3’
Alex Buchan
22
Serenity
Photography
Leah Michelle Moody
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Take a Bow
Amanda Gaglione
Petals and ballet dancers fall alike,
both floating and drowning in red wine. 
Petals sit like sailboats on the 
surface. The ballerina tips her glass, 
naked body beneath bath water. 
Classical music thrums from a radio 
plugged into the wall. Mozart: the
 fingers that set her first ballet to notes.
She reaches wet fingers towards the 
 radio and gently pushes it over. The 
water writes and the ballerina’s slender 
 limbs are moved by currents to dance again. 
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Prodigy
Jeremiah Collings
I grew up in a sanctuary. Wooden pews, coarse carpet, scratching sounds of souls clinging to the 
Plaster walls, vaulted ceilings, one way mirrors. I grew up in a cornfield. Golden idols springing
From the black soil: doilies on the patchwork ground. I grew up alone in an empty house. Vacant
Rooms, abandoned beds, dust covered bookshelves. I forgot it all when I found sex. Canoodling
For hours, fondling for more. I turned my back on my father with his white hirsute chin and my
mother with her perfect black dress. No longer the prodigy I was supposed to be, I left the church.
“We’ll see you up there some day.” They would say. Not anymore. No one says that anymore.
I live in a shoebox miles away. Its walls are agnostic and its carpet is depressed. I miss the pews
And the corn, but I am not a prodigy anymore. No one says that anymore.
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Lady Boys of Thailand
Photography
Heidi Liou
ART
26
POZ
Multimedia: Steel. 73”x73”x26”
Alex Buchan
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Ceaseless
Ivy Decker
 August takes a table set for two against the wall. A change of management has brought changes 
to the arrangement and décor of the little café, but the atmosphere is the same as always. He’d spent 
countless nights there a decade earlier, reading, sketching, and studying for finals until the earliest hours 
of the morning. A sculpture is now displayed where his table used to sit, so he chooses the closest seat 
to where he would have been. Looking at his watch, he anticipates her timely arrival. 
 The bell above the door welcomes her in at exactly 7:00. She approaches him; one porcelain hand 
buried in her auburn bangs, pushing them out of her eyes. August stands to meet her, touching her 
shoulder until her eyes rose to meet his. She smiles as he hugs her, his old friend who looks just as young 
as she did at graduation.
 “You wear glasses now,” is the first remark she makes after a happy “hello.”
 He nods. “You dyed your hair.”
 “No, it’s just the lighting in here.”
 Even her smile is the same. He laces his fingers together when he sits down, tucking his hands in his 
lap. He orders a ginger ale while she asks for a mojito. “I’ll have a beer, actually,” he says, tapping the 
waitress’s notepad as she is about to leave.
 He moves his hands to the table, admiring how the flickering tea-light changes the shadows over 
her face. Her eyes, bright and eager, darken for a moment at a time from golden hazel to brown. The 
slightness of her chin seems to sharpen with the shadow on her neck. Her voice, barely louder than 
the soft jazz music, seems to speak only to herself, though she looks straight at him. She speaks of her 
studio, the paint splattered on her shoes that she decided to leave there, and an exhibition in Prague. 
 “When do you find time to breathe?” he asks, his eyes concerned.
 “I did tonight,” she replies, smiling, cradling her face in her hands. 
 His hands are in his pockets. He runs his thumb over the ridges on his key. He presses his lips together, 
struggling for something to say. August considers asking her what she’s been working on, asking her 
about this exhibition. Then again, he’s not sure he wants to know. He could bring up his own job. He’s 
not sure she wants to know. 
 She smiles, her eyes shifting from the room and back to August, down, then up. Her cherry lips are 
perched on her tall, thin glass. She has already pulled out the straw and dropped it on the table. On the 
wall beside them there is a painting in a faded red frame. It’s a painting of a forest path, perhaps just 
before the first snow of winter. The leaves are shades of tan and brown, like they’d faded from the vibrant 
oranges of autumn. “Remember when they used to hang our art in here?” she asks him. He nods and 
lifts his drink. 
 “You know, it’s not just student art they’re looking for,” she continues. “I’m sure they’d love for you to 
paint them something. Maybe they’d hang it there, in your old corner.”
 “I’m too busy to paint for myself anymore.”
 August is thinking of his apartment. He keeps a large frame above the bookcase. Years before, he 
painted a new work once a week to hang in it. The frame was motivation to always make something new. 
 The waitress brings out a second mojito. His friend asks for a glass of water instead.
 As he got older, things like time and money seemed a lot tighter. The frame, an ominous eye glaring 
over the entire room, taunted him. It was a burden, begging him for something he couldn’t always 
provide. August sold many of his paintings. A few of them, he just gave away. The same painting had 
been hanging there for three years now.
 He filled the apartment with old books, classics, soggy newspapers and vintage cameras that didn’t 
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work, and more coffee mugs than he could fit in the sink. He pictures his bedside table, bare except for 
a book and a bottle of sleeping pills. His army green coat by the door, his scuffed, brown oxford shoes 
directly underneath. A shopping list held to the refrigerator by a magnet of the university’s official seal, 
written with a pen advertising an anti-depressant. 
 “What about the ones you paint with your students?” she asks.
 “Why do you always call them my students? I’m not a teacher.”
 She touches her forehead. “If only I had someone like you when I was that age. Would have made it 
a whole hell of a lot easier.” She called over the waitress, saying she’d like that second mojito now. She 
gives a delicate wave of her empty hand, and it is immediately filled with another glass.
 An ocean away, Prague waits, adults sitting up by the fire with cups of coffee, children turning in their 
beds, the elderly moving in unsteady rhythm in their rocking chairs. A breath hitches in someone’s throat. 
They are waiting, dreaming of the day when Cassandra’s paintings arrive.
 August thinks of his clients. He can hardly call them that, he’s not a real doctor. He’s a counselor, 
employed by Student Wellness to help students release their tension through art and express their 
hidden emotions about the negative things that are ruling their lives. He reports to the university 
therapists and psychologists, who use his studies to choose a fitting treatment for each student. Many 
students keep returning to him, attached to the outlet. Some do better than others. 
 “They look at me like I’m some kind of Monet,” he says desperately, his hand running through the 
back of his hair.
 She finishes her drink and pulls an ice cube out of her mouth, dropping it back in the glass. Tapping 
her damp fingers on a napkin, she says, “Monet’s vision was too cloudy; he was always trying to hide the 
flaws of everything. You’re much more unapologetic.”
 He’s thinking of a client, a girl with curly, light red hair and a splash of freckles across her nose. She 
looks like she doesn’t need him. She always smiles during their meetings, even though she’s been driven 
to the brink and back by an abusive family with nothing but a beer in each hand. Some days, she asks to 
just watch him paint, her head tilted to one side, observing without scrutiny, absorbing without expertise. 
She called him on his birthday.
 August sits on his hands, bottle half-empty. Cassandra says nothing, but she stretches one hand 
behind her chair and yawns. The third mojito is on the table and in an instant it’s halfway gone. He 
convinces himself that she’s past the point of needing him to tell her when to stop. Meanwhile, his drink 
does nothing but diffract the light from the candle.
 He looks at his watch and clamps his hands together. “Hi, Mr. Duvall,” a voice says, circling from 
behind him. August flicks his head up, wondering how she got behind him without him noticing. Leslie’s 
familiar face shines from under a cream-colored winter hat, her face framed by red curls. Her nose is still 
pink from the cold outside and her voice sounds breathless.
 “How are you doing?” August asks, shifting in his chair to face the student. She stands close to him, 
close enough that he cannot stand up to greet her and his knee swipes hers as he rotates in his seat. 
Cassandra is finishing off her next drink, and August feels like an ant under a microscope, the way she 
watches him through the cloudy bottom of her newest empty glass. 
 Leslie shakes her head in nervous defense. “Oh, no, wait! I was just visiting my little sister and I just 
wanted to stop here for a coffee on my way home, I swear!” She holds up a paper coffee cup, feeling the 
need for proof.
 August attempts his warmest smile. “You don’t have to explain yourself to me, Leslie. You have your 
own free will, and I’m not here to judge you, especially outside my office.”
 She smiles at him expectantly. “I just don’t want you to get the wrong idea. I don’t want you to think 
there’s any reason to be disappointed in me.” The thin, white scar on her upper lip, left there by the 
29
hand of her father, is made more apparent in the cold.
  “I’m sorry, Mr. Duvall. Is this your girlfriend?” Leslie asks.
 His eyes dart between the two women in front of him. Coughing, sputtering, he rubs his hands 
together. Clawing for a grip on his words, he replies softly, “Just an old college friend.”
 One nod from Leslie and she turns to Cassandra. “Nice to meet you. Mr. Duvall is my counselor.” He 
lets Leslie explain. August watches them shake hands but loses track of whose hands are whose in the 
shadow.
 “Lovely to meet you too,” Cassandra responds, her voice dripping with sincerity. There is a slurred 
quality to her impeccably rendered smile, but she receives Leslie with grace, this guest in their broken 
conversation.
 “I better get back; I have class in the morning. I’ll see you on Wednesday, Mr. Duvall.” Leslie touches 
August’s right hand that’s clenched into a fist on the table, while his left is gripping his opposite elbow. 
“You two have a nice evening.” Leslie glides out of the café, flipping one side of her hair over her 
shoulder.
 “Nice girl. Shame what she must have been through,” Cassandra says, tracing a finger around the rim 
of her empty glass. “If she’s got any potential, she sure is lucky to have you.”
 August is picturing Leslie pulling a flask out of her dresser drawer, wrapped in a silky nightgown, and 
pouring vodka into her coffee. He pictures her falling asleep sideways on her bed, her curls covering 
her face, her back rising and falling with uneven breaths. He pictures himself, ten years younger, un-
spectacled, picking up an auburn-haired girl off the floor in the hallway outside her bedroom. He 
also recalls holding that girl’s hair while she threw up everything inside her in the men’s restroom of a 
smoky bar, then holding her head against his chest as she cried, her curls tangled across his fingers. He 
remembered being the only person who knew why Cassandra’s senior portfolio contained a mosaic of 
Jack Daniel’s labels burned around the edges.
 Her head is cocked to one side. A glisten lies on her cherry lips. August wonders briefly if there are 
any frames for him to fill in this café. Of course not. There are no frames for him anywhere. Not here, 
not in Prague, and not in his own home. He pictures himself burning the frame above the bookcase in 
the crunchy brown forest from the painting above his head, muttering something about boats beating 
against the current.
 He thinks of his small apartment, where it sits right above the café. He had taken the time to clean it 
completely on the off chance that he might invite Cassandra back there and she’d oblige. But no, she’d 
glide out the door too, the bell sounding suspiciously like taps being played. He would not take her 
home, the taxi driver would. Home to her studio and painted shoes and plane tickets to Prague. She’d 
fall asleep, buzzed and warm. He’d lie awake, staring at the ceiling tiles, like empty, square canvases, 
until the little pill bottle whispered to him, “Unsweetened dreams.” His eyes would close, but self-
loathing would sit on his chest as he slept, suffocating him and ready to tangle itself in his limbs when he 
woke up. 
 “Did I settle?” he asks abruptly, leaning forward, hands on his knees.
 “No,” she replies, a violent flicker from the candle lighting her eyes. “You made a choice.”
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Horny
Multimedia: Bronze, Copper, Horn, Steel.  2’1’’
Alex Buchan
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Hello Apollo
Rachael Wilson
Lids stuck with lashes 
fold over eyes 
  stuffed with 
           aqueous humor.
 Mouth bones – 
               central and lateral incisors –
 packaged in mouth flesh –
    labium superius oris
    and labium inferius oris. 
  Heart tissue incubates
  between two lungs, 
            nesting.
   A trail of entrails
   insulates my liver
   and gallbladder.
    I am tightly wrapped
    in skin casing.
    Human sausage.   
     My body – 
             my whole  body –
     is a teratoma. 
LIT
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The Bond
Tatiana Tomley
           It was a marriage 
                between the Cardinal 
             and a May-tree.
                                                                                                 That morning,
                        wending their way, 
                                            sheltered and curious 
         beneath a January sky, 
                 the spectators, 
         like the mouths of so many rivers, 
         swelled fresh 
            into the irregular basin,
       like a cascade into a lake. 
              Laughter redoubled,
                whirling about,
                                           calm and honest,
         desiring nothing more.
If it could mingle in imagination, 
    the sight would charm and appear 
                           clothed in dazzle, 
 painted sky-blue and gold.
                                                                     It was the grace of a January day. 
           The performance was to begin late;
                     the whole multitude 
             had been waiting since daybreak.
                                                         The cardinal,
                                  a youth with a fair complexion,
                                   handsome face,
                                               perched before the crowd.
                                  Silence. 
      All eyes fixed 
           on his would-be wife,
                fresh and buxom,
        she, for a moment, 
                                       the world,
                     passing 
                            to meet her love yonder
                                    in white, and he in red.
                         The whole multitude 
                                      were mute,
                                      every eye fixed,
                                                          motionless,
                                                                          waiting for it.
                The moment forth issued, 
                              as if by magic
                                             between them,
                                       with stripes of tinsel
                                    and in practical fashion. 
LIT
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Reflection
Photography
Leah Michelle Moody
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Significance of Parallel Lines
Stefanie Neuman
What if my eyes roll back to scrutinize
my brain while I sit nervously alert 
in my big, boxy armchair with my lids 
squeezed shut. Or maybe, when distracted,
my mind is not my own, and maybe when
my eyes are closed, without a sound the world
just melts away. I sit imagining 
my kitchen dripping, oozing. Puddles run 
down cabinets, soak the tiles, drip in strands 
coagulating on the floor and swirling 
together into pools that drain like blood
down through a butcher’s floor: slow and sticky.
You tell me it’s not reasonable that walls
would melt. Your third shirt button’s half undone.
What if the blinds were rustled by a breeze
and lost that perfect angle necessary
to keep the bars of light exactly paired
with same-sized bars of shadow? If I turn
the faucet on with intervals that aren’t
exactly fourths the water will come out
as sludge instead, green-brown and toxic, clog
the sink and overflow to fill my room
and drown me. What if I had less control
and when you bumped my pencil out of place
I sprang across the room to strangle you
screaming, “PUT IT BACK RIGHT NOW PUT IT BACK”
You might not even know the rust-red bricks
will crumble faster than we can escape,  
and we’ll be buried with our limbs unstraightened. 
LIT
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Infrastructure
Multimedia: Plaster, Paraffin Wax.  40”x24”40”
Alex Buchan
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Aged Bark
Photography
Anna Talarico
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Summer End
Tatiana Tomley
I, too, have forgotten 
the train whistle echoes,
the way fireflies feel
like the end of summer,
the slant of the shadows,
a ghost in my brain
like paper wings.
I burned with the grass
in a heat wave of sun,
stuck on reverb
and heard the whisper of one
growing too long, too fast.
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Authors and Artists
Alex Buchan
Each day countless things are discarded, be they consumer goods, entire trends, or even people. Much 
of my work seeks to commemorate what has been lost. In another vein of making, I explore classical 
masculinity and its place in the modern social landscape.
Kaitlin Burkhammer
I recently transferred to OSU in the Fall of 2013 and am involved with Sigma Tau Delta and The Visual 
and Performing Arts Learning Community.  While I usually write prose and poetry, I also dabble in short 
stories and flash fiction.  My work is heavy in realism, as I prefer to focus on human motivations and 
emotions.
Jeremiah Collings
I’m Jeremiah, I juggle between writing fiction and poetry trying to decide what I’m best at. I’m looking 
into MFA programs and I make pixel animations in my spare time. I enjoy long walks on the beach and 
my kitten, Ada.
Townshend Cooper
I’m a transfer student from OU, now in my second year. I have always enjoyed writing, and I’ve been 
doing it for about 11 years. My favorite books are The Great Gatsby, The Stranger, and 100 Years of 
Solitude.
Haley Cowans
I am an aspiring writer, and beyond that, I can’t decide what I want to be when I grow up. I have always 
loved reading, and I am constantly exploring local bookstores. I study obsessively and live off of pasta 
and peanut butter. I currently have blue hair, but it’s always changing.
Ivy Decker
I am a second year English major and Media Production and Analysis minor at OSU. For me, writing is 
both my work and my release. The idea that a story I write can impact someone else’s life or their view of 
the world is the inspiration I shape my life around.  
Amanda Gaglione
I was born in Tampa, Florida but have lived in Solon, Ohio for most of my life. Mostly, I love my huge, 
close family, animals and writing. I have considered myself to be a writer since eighth grade. Even though 
I’m studying to be a publisher, hopefully for one of the big six publishing companies, I will always be a 
writer. I write mostly poetry and short stories but hope to someday write novels. 
Heidi Liou
I’m happiest when I see new sights and make new friends. I travel and document my adventures as a 
reminder to not let life escape me. My photography is a way for me to exercise my creativity, and capture 
the moments that are filled with passion and emotion.
Bailey Martin
My name is Bailey Martin. I’m an English major (first year) who loves running, Twinnings Lady Grey Tea, 
oatmeal, and alt. rock music. I love CNN and harass my roommates by watching it constantly.
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Leah Michelle Moody
I have studied abroad in five different countries within the span of two years. Wherever I am, my joy 
stems from simplicity.
Stefanie Neuman
I’ve always enjoyed writing as a way to blow off steam or help myself reflect on things I need to figure 
out. These past years at Ohio State have improved my writing and ability to express myself incredibly.
Uchenna Ofodile
I am an artist from Orlando, Florida. I got my start drawing Pokémon cards and other cartoon characters. 
I remember the feeling I would get as a kid drawing. I’d often say to myself: “someday I am going to be 
a great artist.”
Anna Talarico
When I was in preschool, I told my grandma that I was going to write a book. Somehow, I knew at four 
years old that writing would be a significant part of my life, but I didn’t know yet that photography would 
be equally as important. I’m still finding my creative voice and searching for what inspires me to explore 
and develop my passions.
Tatiana Tomley
I am currently a second year Molecular Genetics major at The Ohio State University and I am minoring in 
Creative Writing.
Rachael Wilson
Hello Apollo is from a confessional series about life experiences, about body image and love. Maxilla 
and Mandible is a fictional narrative piece that explores repetition and structure to establish atmosphere. 
Lavinia Xu
I am Lavinia and I major in Business. I started to write poetry in high school and I really love it. The theme 
of my poems include identity struggles and languages. I wish I could publish a poetry book one day.
40
Mosaic Editorial Board
Editors-in-Chief
Alyssa Morell
Diane Kollman
Assistant Editor
Ellen Milligan
Literature Editors
Emily Spencer
Bethany Essman
Art Editors
Amy Noakes
Paige Reiring
Rebecca Weisshaar
Layout Editors
Meredith Nini
Vida Law 
Marketing Editors
Cole Tomashot
Elise Maxfield
Treasurers
Whitney Young
Xing Yuan
41
Mosaic Staff
Literature Staff
D.J. Boyd
Cailin Coane
Maria Kengott
Trista Koehler
Max Mauerman
Julie Morell
Michaela Nardo
Alexis Robinson
William Sharon
Emily Sisco
Kerry Ulm
Art Staff
Katya Bubeleva
Amanda Kustomo
Brian Ludwig
Katie Xu
Layout Staff
Laura Novak
Anna Shvets
Adam Wintz
Marketing Staff
Avni Bapat
Olivia Hessler  
Rachel Korsen
Arvind Krishnamurthy
Francis Pellicciaro
Eric Rodgers
Elisabeth Rogge
Special Thanks to Our Advisors
Angela Taylor
Ruth Friedman
Get involved with Mosaic Magazine
Apply for a staff or editorial position, 
come to our poetry readings, 
participate in a workshop,
attend Professor & Protege, 
or submit your work for publication!
mosaicosu.com
mosaic.magazine.osu@gmail.com
Cover photography by 
Anna Shvets and Adam Wintz
Cover design by
Meredith Nini and Vida Law

